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Loues Labours loft. 


Tor. Yes Madam fairc. ^ 

Qu^ Nay,ncucr paint me now, 

Wherefaire is not,praife cannot mend the brow. 
Here(goodmy glaffe) take this for telling true: 

Fairc paiment tor foule words,is more then due.. 

Tor. Nothing but fairc is that which you inherit. 

Qjt. See,fee,my beautie will be fau’d by merit. 

O herefie in faire,fit for thefc dayes, 

A giuing hand.though foule,(hall haue fairc praife. 

But come,thc Bow : Now Mcrcic goes to kill. 

And (booting well,is then accounted ill: 

Thus will I lauc my credit in the fliootc. 

Not wounding,pittie would not let me do’t: 

If wounding, then it was to fhew my skill, 

That more for praife,then purpofe meant to kill. 

And out ofqueftion,(o it is fometimes: 

Glory growes guiftic of detefted crimes. 

When for Fames fake,for praife an outward part. 

We bend to that,the working of the hart. 

As I for praife alone now fecke to fpill 

The poore Deeres blood,that my heart meanes no ill. 

Boy. Do not curft wiues hold that fclfe-foucraigntie 
Onely for praife fakc,whcn they ftriuc to be 
Lords ore their Lords ? 

flu. Onely for praife,and praife we may afford. 

To any Lady thatfubdewesa Lord. 

Enter Clowne. 

Boy. Here comes a member of the common-wealth. 
Clo. God dig-you-den all,pray you which is the head 
Lady ? 

J2«.Thou (halt know her fcllow,by the reft that haue 
no heads. 

Clo. Which is the greate'ft Lady,the higheft? 
flu. The thickeft,and the talleft. 

Clo. The thickcft,& the tailed: it is fo.truth is truth. 
And your wafte Miftris, were 3s (lender as my wit. 

One a thefe Maides girdles for your wafte (bould be fit. 
Are not you the chiefe woma?You are the thickeft here? 
Qu^ What’s your will fir ? What’s your will ? 

Clo. I haoea Letter from Monficr Berewne, 

To one Lady Rofaline. 

Qj*0 thy letter,thy letteriHe’s a good friend of mine. 
Stand a fide good bearer. 

Boyet, you can carue, 

Breake vp this Capon. 

‘ Boyet. I am bound to ferue. 

T his Letter is miftooke : it importeth none here: 

It is writ to lacystenetta. 

Qys, Wewillrcadcitjfweare. 

Breake the necks of the Waxe,and euery one giue care. 

Boyet reades. 

DYhcauen,that thou art faire, ismoft infallible: true 
that thou art .beauteous, truth it felfc that thou art 
loucly: more fairer then fairc,beautifull then beautious, 
truer then truth it felfe: hauecomifcration on thy heroi- 
call Vaffall. The magnanimous and moft illuftrate King 
fopbetua fet eie vpon the pernicious and indubitate Beg. 
ger Zenelophon: and he it was that might rightly (ay, He- 
ni vidijVici: Which to annothanize in the vulgar, O 
bafe and obfeure vulgar; videlsfit, He came, See,and o« 
uercame: heecame one; fee, two; couercame three.' 
Who came ? the King. Why did he come ? tofce.Why 


didhefec? to ouercome. To whom cameheTto~T 
Begger. Whatfawhe? the Begger. Who ouercam 
he ? the Berger. The conclufion is vi&orie; On wh f 
fide ? the King: the captiue is inricht: On whofefij? 
theBeggers. Thecataftrophe is a Nuptiall: on wh 'f 
fide ? the Kings: no,on both in one,or one in both.] a ? 
the King (for fo (lands the comparifon) thou the Bt^ 
ger, forfowitnefleth thy lowlinefle. Shall I command 
thy loue ? I may. Shall I enforce thy louc l I Cou j ? 
Shall I entreate thy loue? I will. What, (bait thou ex 
change for ragges, roabes: for tittles titles, for thy f c |fj 
( mee. Thus expefting thy reply, I prophane my hp s Qn 
thy foote, my eyes on thy picture, and my heart on th 
cucriepart. ^ 

Thine in the dearefl deftgne ofinduftrie,' 

Don Adriana de Armatho. 

Thus doftthou heare theNemean Lionroare, 

Gainft thee thou Lambe, that ftandeft as his pray : 
Submiftiuc fall his princely feete before. 

And he from forrage will incline to play. 

But if thou ftriue (poore foule) what art thou then? 
Foodc for his rage, repafture for his den. 

flu. What plume of feathers is hee that indited this 
Letter? Whatveine? What Wethercocke? Did you 
eucr heare better i 

Boy. I am much deceiued,but I remember the ftile, 
<2#.Elfeyour memorieisbad, going ore it crewhile, 
Boy. This Armado is a Spaniard that keeps here in court 
A Phantafime^MonarchOjand one that makes iport 
To the Prince and his Bookc-tnates. 

flu. Thou fellow, a word. 

Who gaue thee this Letter ? 

Clow. I told you,my Lord. 

Qu. To whom fhould’ft thou giuc it? 

Clo. From my Lord to my Lady. 

Qu, From which Lord,to which Lady ? 

Clo. From my Lord Berowne, a good maftcr of mine, 
To a Lady of France, that he call’d Rofilmc. 

^«.Thou haft miftaken his lettcr.Comc Lords away. 
Here lwccte, put vp chis,’twill be thine another day. 

Exeunt. 

Boy. Who is the (hooter ? Who is the (hooter i 
Rofa , Shall I teach you to know. 

Boy. I my continent of beautie. 

Rofa. Why fhc that beares the Bow. Finely put off. 
Boy. My Lady goes to kill homes, but if thou mattic, 
Hang me by the necke,if homes that yeare mifearrie. 
Finely put on. 

Rofa. Well then,! am the (hooter. 

Boy. And who is your Deare? 

Rofa. If we choofe by the hornes,your felfe come not 
neare. Finely put on indeede. 

Maria. You ftill wrangle with her Boyet, and (hee 
(hikes at the brow. 

Boyet. But (he her felfe is hit lower: 

Haue I hit her now. 

Rofa. Shall I come vpon thee with an old faying,tbat 
was a man when Kin gPspprn of France was a little boy,as 

touching the hit it. 

Boyet. Sol mayanfwere thee with one as old that 
was a woman when Queene Gutnouer of Brittaint was a 

little wench, as touching the hit it. 

I Reft, Thou 



Loues Labours loJL 


fr. 7h 0 u canft not hit it,hit it,hit it, 
Scantt not hit it my good man. 


i?i_ j 


Th<*n 

<B»y 


I cannot, cannot,cannot: 


. Tt f'annot.another can. . Exit. 

w Bt my tr0th moft pkafanc.how both did fit it. 
^ Aniarkcmarucilous well,(hoc, for they both 

~ „ *A in'arkjO markc but that marke: a marke faics 
oiyLaoy. 

t f the mark haue a pricke in’t,to meat at, it it may be. 
lC Mar Widea’th bow harrd.yfaith your hand is out. 
CU. Indeede a’muft fhooce nearer, or heeie ne’rc hit 

the clout. , , .... . . 

Boy. And if my hand be out, then bchkc your hand 

Clo Then will (bee get the vpflioot by cleauing the 
is in. 

IU% towcyc ome,you talkc grcafely, your lips grow 
foule. 

Clo. She’s too bard for you at pricks,fir challenge her 
toboule. 

Boy. Ifcare too much rubbing: good night my good 
Oulc. 

Clo. By my foule a Swaine,a moft fimple Clowne. 
Lord, Lord, how the Ladies and I haue put him downje. 
0 my troth moft fwcctc icfts,moft inconic vulgar wit. 
When it comes fo fmoothly off,fo obfccnely,as it were, 
fofit. 

Amathor ath to the fidc,0 a moft dainty man. 

Tofeehim walkcbeforc a Lady,andto bearehcr Fan. 
To fee him kifte his hand, and hew moft fwcetly a will 
fwcarc: 

And his Page atother fide,that handfull of wit, 

Ah heauens,it is moft patheticall nit. 

Sowla,fowls. Exeunt. 

Shootc within. 


His intellect yg^rcplenilhed, hee is onely an cnimall,/ 
onely fenfiblfinSne duller parts: and fuch barren plants 
are fet before vs,that we thankfull (hould be: which we 
taftc and fceling,arc for thofe parts that doe frudfific in 
vs more then he. 

For as it would ill become me to be vaiRe,indifcreet,or 
a foole; 

So were there a patch fet on Learning, to fee him in a 
Schoole. 

But omne bene lay I,being of an old Fathers minde, 

Many canbrooketheweathcr,that loue not the winde. 

Dnl. You two are book-men: Can you tell byyour 
wit, What was a month old atCW/wx birth, that’s not fiue 
weekes old as yet ? 

Hoi. Ditlifma goodman Dull, dittifima goodman 
Dull . 

Dal. What is dittinta ? 

Nath. A title to Phobe, to Luna, to the Moone. 

Hoi. The Moone was a month old when Adam was 
no more. (fcore. 

And wrought not to fiuc-weekes when he came to fiue- 
Th’allufion holds in the Exchange. 

Dul. ’Tis true indeede, the Collufion holds in the 
Exchange. 

Hoi. God comfort thy capacity,I fay th’allufion holds 
in the Exchange. 

Dul. And I fay thepolufion holds in theExchangc: 
for the Moone is neuer but a month old; and I lay bc- 
fide that,’twas a Pricket that the Princefle kill’d. 

Hoi. Sir Nathaniel , will you heare an cxtemporall 
Epytaph on the death of the Deare, and to humour 
the ignorant call'd the Deare, the Princefle kill’d a 
Pricket. 

Nath. Pcrgt, good M ■ Ho/ofemes,perge, fo it (hall 
pleafe you to abrogate (curilitie. 

Hoi I will fomething affed the letter, for it argues 
facilitie. 


Enter Da it, Ho lofeme; .the Tedant and Nathaniel. 

Nat. Very reucrent fport truely,and done in the tefti- 
mony of a good confidence. 

fed. The Deare was(as you know)fanguis inbbed, 
ripe as a Pomwater,whonow hangeth like a Iewcll in 
theeareofCV/»thefkic-, the wclken theheautn, anda- 
nonfalleth like a Crab on the face of7Vnvi,the fovle,the 
land.the earth. 

Curat.Nath. Trucly M.Holofernes,the epythithes are 
fweetly varied like a fchollcr at the leaft: but fir I aflure 
ye, ir was a Bucke of the firfl head. 

Hoi. Sir Nathaniel, baud credo. 

Bui. Twas not ihaudcredo^tviis a Pricket. 

Hoi. Moft barbarous intimation: yet ? kinde of infi- 
nuation,as it were in via, in way ofcxplication/iiccre: as 
it were replication,or rather ofientare,to flow as it were 
his inclination after his vndrefied, vnpolilbed, vneduca- 
ted,vnpruned,vntrained,or rather vnlcttered, or rathe- 
reft vneonfirroed fa(hion,to inlert againc my baud credo 
for a Deare. 

Dnl. I faid the Deare was not a baud credo, ’twas a 
Pricket. 

Hoi. Twice fod firpplicitie, bit ceUut, O thou mon- 
uer Ignorance, how deformed dooft thou looks. 

Nath. Sir hee hath.ncuer fed of thej dainties that are 
bredinabooke.. 

He hath aot cate paper as it were 
He hath not druuke inke. 



The pray full Princejfe pearfi andprickt 
a prettie pleafng Pricket, 

Seme fay a Sore, but not a fore, 
till novo made fire with fhoottug. 

The Dogges didyeH,put ell to Sore, 
then Sored tumps from thicket .* 

Or Fricket ■fore , or e/fi Sored, 
the people fad a hooting. 

If Sore be fire,then ell to Sore, 
makesfifitie fires O fired : 

Of one fore I an hundred make 
by adding but one more L. 

Nath. A rare talent. 

Dul. If a talent be a claw, lookehowhe clawesbim 
withacalcnt. 

Nath. This is a gift that I haue fimple: fimple,a foo- 
lilh extrauagant fpirit,full of formes,figurcs,fhapes,ob- 
ie<fts,Ideas,apprehcnfions,motions,reuolution*. Thefe 
are begot in the ventricle of memorie, nouriflic in the 
wombe of primater,and deliuered vpon the mellowing 
of occafion : but the gift is good in theife in whom it is 
acute,and Tam thankfull for it. 

Hoi. Sir, I praife the Lord for you, and fo may my 
parifhioners, for their Sonnes are well tutor’d by you, 
and their Daughters profit very greatly vnder you; you 
are a good member of the common-wealth, 

Nath, Tde heroic. If their Sonnes be ingennous, they 

(hall 
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